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One 


Author's Notes: 
I\'m quite fond of this one. Slightly clunky, but quirky. 
"Ugh." 


Sav lifted a soggy piece of lettuce from his McChicken, eying it in disgust for a moment before casting it 
aside, flinging it onto the tray in the center of the table. It hit the paper insert with a sticky slap. 


Swallowing, Sav glanced back down at his dissected sandwich - stale bun laying upturned on his spread out 
wrapper, a glob of yellow-white mayonnaise beside it where he had scraped it from his patty with a plastic 
fork, and then the patty itself, sitting atop the bottom half of the bun in all of its greasy, slimy glory. It looked 
like canned dog food. It looked gross. 

Was this even edible? 


Meanwhile, across the table from him sat Joe, looking as if he were in heaven. His eyes were half-lidded in 


ecstasy as he took a massive bite from his Big Mac, sauce dripping down his chin. He chewed twice, took a big 
gulp of Coke, then went back in for another bite without having even swallowed the first, stuffing a few fries 
in just for good measure. Secret sauce splattered his face and the collar of his t-shirt. His lips were slathered 
with a myriad of condiments. He clutched his burger in his hands as if it were a rare collectible's vinyl, a 
favorite storybook, and he couldn't help but smile and groan in bliss as he chowed down on the sweetness that 


was McDonald's’ best burger. "Mmm..." 


Sav glanced up from his side of the table where he had been inspecting his food to send Joe a look of 
appallment at his display of delight. "You actually ike that?" he asked. 


"Hell yeah!" Joe smacked his lips, sucking loudly on his straw. "It's delicious!" 

For a moment, Sav's jaw fell agape. He stared at Joe, torn between revulsion and anger, but quickly snapped his 
mouth shut again and looked back down at the sandwich. ts delicious!’ Lifting a hand, he inched a finger forward, 
poking the sticky poultry. Hm.it cant be that bad, can it? He glanced from the patty to the bun, the mayo, the 
lettuce. / mean, its just chicken. Coated in breadcrumbs. He swallowed again. And slime. And goo, bacteria, disease, 
AIDS.. 

Sav gazed at the chicken. It looked like itd been submerged in a bucket of transparent snot. Just the thought 
made him gag, stomach lurching, and he started vigorously shaking his head back and forth, pushing the 
sandwich away. 

"No," he said, gagging a second time, "| can't do it. | can't. m not eating this, Joe." 

Joe answered through a mouthful of charbroiled beef: "Why not?" 


"IFs gross" 


He was finally forced to stop chomping like a cow. Pausing with a furrowed brow, he swallowed a mouthful of 


burger whole and then fixed Sav pensively. "Are you kidding me?" 
"No. | can't do it.” 

"What's wrong with it?" 

‘It's the most disgusting thing I've ever seen in my life." 


Joe sent him a ‘you're fucking kidding me' look. "Eat it, Sav." 


"No, Joe. | won't touch it!" 


The singer glared at him for a moment, a simmering stare Sav knew meant trouble. But as opposed to jumping 
up, chucking his drink at the bassist and then force-feeding him the McChicken like Sav had expected Joe to 
do, he simply turned back to his half-eaten burger and started calmly peeling the bun away. Sav watched him 
guardedly, brows slowly furrowing. 


He frowned when he saw Joe pick off a pickle from the burger. "Joe, what are you..?" 
Joe, stony-faced, lifted the pickle between forefinger and thumb and held it at eye level between he and Sav. 
Sav's eyes grew wide, and he was suddenly pushing back in his chair. "Joe, don't you dare - |" 


Before he could even get another word in, Joe flicked his wrist, and the pickle flew through the air, landing with 
a satisfying splat beneath Sav's right eye. 


Sav gasped, feeling his stomach clench then whirl. It was on his face. That thing that thing they called a pickle, 
was on his face, sliding down his skin, leaving a trail of God Knows What and stickiness all over his cheek. It 
flopped onto the tabletop in a splatter of ketchup and mustard. 


Lifting a shaky hand, the bassist aloofly wiped the sauce from his cheek before looking up at Joe, eyes vacant. 


"Joe," he said slowly, voice low, "I am going to kill you." 

Joe had three seconds to hop out of his chair and head for the door before Sav was scrambling after him. 
"l'm going to murder you! That was disgusting! Just waif until | get my hands on you!" 

Joe cackled loudly, dashing through the restaurant and out the back entrance, sweeping through both sets of 
glass doors and out onto the back patio - the play area. Sav followed, wincing as the doors slammed in his face 
just as he reached them both times. Pushing through them, he finally made it into the dewy outside air. He 
made a few strides across the foam-padded ground before stopping and glancing around to find where Joe had 
ran off to. When he looked up, he was semi-amused and semi-horrified to see Joe's back retreating up the 
small flight of plastic stairs that led up to the monstrous set of tubes and tunnels that twisted into the air 
like some petrifying multi-colored serpent known as the McDonald's Playplace. 


Okay, there was no way he would ever fit in those tunnels. 


"| am not going in there," he said to himself. "We're grown men here. He's joking himself if he thinks I'm gonna 


chase him through that thing!" 
Right on cue, Joe's voice echoed out from the plastic contraption: "You're getting slow, old man!" 


That hit Sav right where it counted, and he growled. Scratch that. He's dead meat. 


Thank God he'd worn sneakers that day. He sprinted up to the Playplace, hopping all three stairs at once, then 
paused in a brief moment of doubt before the opening to the first set of turnels. It looked uncertainly small 
and was probably swarming with all sorts of germs..But this was war, and he wasn't going to let Joe get away 


that easily. 


With a great sigh to brace himself, the man dropped to his hands and knees and crawled forward into the 
tube, holding back a grimace the entire way. He wasn't claustrophobic, but this was definitely bringing out his 
inner schizo. It was dark and stuffy and much too small for a full-grown man to be crawling through, but he 


forged on nonetheless, despite the cramp in his neck and the ache it caused in his knees. 


When he finally reached the opposite end of the tunnel, he was faced with a rickety rope bridge, but that was 
hardly a hassle compared to the trial previous. Joe was just reaching the other side as he was starting 
across, still snickering, so Sav sped up in attempt to make up for lost time. By the time he was all the way 
across, however, Joe had fled up a second flight of stairs and through another tunnel, leaving Sav standing at 
a crossroads, torn between three different tubes. He had no idea which one Joe had went through, and he'd be 
damned if even had the slightest clue which path to take next. This thing seemed huge. 


"Fuck it." He got down to his knees again and started through tunnel closest to his right, a bright blue one that 
he'd sworn he'd heard cackles sounding from. "Joe's favorite color is blue; why the fuck not? God dammit, | 


hate him for this..." 


Sav traveled the length of the tube and waded his way through a mini ball pit (during which he had to 
continually mutter to himself, "You will not get scabies..you will not get scabies..") before coming upon a ladder 
of rope. It appeared to lead up to another platform, but what was up there, only God knew - until he heard a 
familiarly accented voice cry out, "Fuck! My back!" 


Though he felt a tinge of triumph and a wicked smirk curve his lips, Sav knew that tone - that tone meant 
pain. And judging by these crazy tunnels and ladders and bridges he'd chased him through so far, Lord only 
knew what Joe had managed to get himself into now. So as the curly-haired man made his way up the ladder, 


the urgency he did so with was more out of concern than true spite. 

When he reached the top, Sav found Joe sprawled on his back across the floor, spreadeagled with half of his 
body tucked inside the mouth of a slide while one hand dangled through the bars at the edge of the platform. 
His chest heaved with effort, cheeks flushed. He looked as if he were on the verge of an asthma attack. 


"Are you alright?" asked Sav, looking at his comrade with widened eyes of concern. 


"No," Joe panted. His face twisted into a agonized mess as he made to adjust himself, and he slumped back to 
the platform with a groan. 


"What on earth did you do?" 


Though breathless, Joe chuckled. "Went to hop down the slide and fell flat on my fat old arse." 


At that, Sav wanted to laugh, but he kept it at bay, still worried about Joe's well-being. He looked the blond 
over, eying the hole of the slide. His rotund stomach was just barely touching the top; the rest of his body 


was swallowed by the yellow monster. 

Cocking his head to the side, Sav sent Joe a curious look. "Are you stuck?" 

"Probably." 

Finally, Sav laughed, shaking his head. "Dammit, Joe!" Kneeling down beside the man, Sav absently combed 
through his golden tendrils as he looked adoringly into his boyfriend's pink face. "Do | need to call an ambulance 
or something? Have the fire department use the Jaws of Life on you?" 


"Nah, I'll just suck in my fat gut and let you pull me out!" 


Again, Sav chuckled. He continued to stroke Joe's silky halo of hair, looking down into his eyes, smiling in 
adulation despite himself. "I love you, you big oaf. Y'know that?" 


Joe smiled, gazing up at Sav from beneath his lids. "I love you, too." Lifting a hand, he cupped the guitarists 
face and guided him down, shifting up ever so slightly to meet his lips in a soft kiss. Both could feel the 
other's eyelashes tickle their cheeks, noses brushing together. 


As soon as Joe parted his lips, however, Sav got a taste of something nasty and immediately pulled away. The 
scowl he wore was almost comical. Wiping his mouth across the back of his sleeve, he scoffed, "Eugh! You 


taste like a Big Mac!" 


Joe could only laugh. 


